During the years of war when we teard of the devasta-
tion in northern Italy we often thought of that drive to
Lugano through the beautiful, peaceful country,,. Bologna,
Pavia, Parma and ugly Milano with its superb cathedral;
the Villa d'Este at Bellaggio where we spent a night both
on our outward and homeward journeys, John saying she
wanted me to sample the finest hotel in aU Italy. On the
first occasion we arrived there in the breathless calm that
precedes a summer storm. We stood on the balcony of
our room and watched Como turn to the colour of steel,
with two hawks hovering far overhead, and presently a
rainbow....
And that evening I remember that I read to John a book
that filled us both with delight: A Traveller in Time by
Alison Uttley. It had the genuine quality which John called
*other-worldy* and which appealed to her above all others.
Fortunately I shared this taste to the full, and nearly all
the books that we returned to again and again contained
something of that element. Du Maurier's Peter Ibbetsm,
Hupffer's Ladies Whose Bright Eyes, Forrest Reid's Uwk
Stephen, George MacDonald's At the Back of the North
Wind and Phantasies were some of them and she loved also
an early book of Margaret Irwin's: Still she Wished for
Company. They seemed to fulfil something in her nature
that was dissatisfied with material life; the something that
would occasionally make her say that she was feeling happy
because for the moment she had a sensation that the veil
between this world and another was very tenuous indeed.
At Lugano we spent a night at the Splendide. We
chufled about the lake in the little steamer on the afternoon
of our arrival, in and out of Italy at each Htde landing stage.
Next morning we set out and explored the town, and going
into an unassuming-looking church we discovered the
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